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When I heard this story for the 
first time many years ago I 
didn’t believe it. I thought it 
was too strange, too unusual 

to be true. I only accepted 

that which was reasonable 
and logical. 

But now I'm not so certain 
anymore. As a matter of fact 
the older I get, the more I begin 
to trust the things which cannot 
always be explained. 


The Boy 
Who Wasn't 
There 


A mystery by 
HANs WILHELM 


“Surely it isa lite conceited of ws to suppose 
we are the only spititual inhabitants of this world?” 
—Robertson Davies 


THE MYSTERIOUS STRANGER 


It all began many years ago on a cold and windy day in 
December. The waves were beating against the shore of the 
rocky coast of New England. 

Sarah was sitting in the bay window of a big house, looking 
out at the gray sky. She was playing with her friends, Punch 
and Polly, They were puppets. 

Sarah wished she had a real friend to play with. But there 
were no other children nearby, and she had not made any friends 
at boarding school either 

Now that she was home for Christmas vacation, she felt very lonely. 

“T want to go out!” said Punch. “I want to go to the beach” 

“Its too cold and windy” Polly said. 

“Nonsense!” Punch said. “The wind is fun. Let's go” 


Sarah always sided with Punch 


and went outside, 


¢ took the puppets 


The seagulls were screaming above her as she made her way 
down to the shore, Usually Sarah liked to play on the rocks. 
But today she didn't feel like it. She sat down and pulled the 
coat closer around her. The empty beach made her feel even 
more lonely than before. 

Sarah picked up Punch and Polly, hoping they would cheer 
her up. But now they only looked at her with their lifeless 
wooden face: 

“Silly toys!” she said, and threw them down, 

With a stick, Sarah began to draw pictures in the sand, 

First she drew a picture of herself. Then very carefully she 
drew another figure right next to it. 


Suddenly Sarah had the ceric feeling that somebody was 
watching her. 


“What a nice picture of you and your friend” said a voice 
next to her. 

With a jerk, Sarah tumed around and found herself looking 
right into the face of a boy she had never seen before. 

“Who are you?” she asked. “Where did you come from?” 

The boy didn't answer. He just smiled. Then finally he 
said, “Don't worry. It will tum out all right. You wi 
best friend very soon! 

Sarah felt the blood rush to her face. She turned away. 

“Oh really?” she said angrily. “What do you know about 
it? One thing is certain: It won't be you. I don't like boys 


have a 


who like to scare people” 
She waited for him to speak. 


But when Sarah looked up, the boy was gone. He was 
nowhere to be seen. Where could he have gone so fast? 
Was he hiding behind the rocks? 
“Hey! Come here!” Sarah cried. “Where are you?” 
Sarah got up and searched the rocks. But she didn't find 
the boy anywhere. What's more, the only footprints in the 
sand were her own. 
Did I imagine it all? Sarah wondered. 


Neither the wind nor the waves would give her an answer. 


Il 
THE VisIT 


It was just before Christmas when Sarah saw 
the boy for the second time. Her parents had 
gone out and she was alone in the house, putting 
on a puppet show in the large drawing room. 
Suddenly he was there, standing behind the chairs. 

Sarah was stunned. She had not seen nor heard 
him enter. 

"You must come with me.” he said. His face 
was pale and very serious. 

Sarah was too surprised to speak. 

“You must come with me” the boy said again 
“Bring your puppets. I need your help. Please.” 

Sarah started to object, but there was something 
in his voice that stopped het. She knew she had 
to go with him. She got her coat, picked up her 
puppets, and followed the boy out of the house. 


Silently Sarah walked behind the stranger. Where was 
7 _ be taking her? What was wrong with him? Why didn't 
vi » he wear a coat in this icy weather? 
[> They walked for a long while until they came to 2 
very poor neighborhood. Sarah had never been in this pat 
> of town. 
Finally they came to an old rundown house. 
They climbed an outside staircase to the second floor, 
, and the boy motioned Sarah to open the door. 


There was a single room. Sarah 
could see a woman sitting beside 
a small bed. In the bed a girl 
seemed to be asleep, 

Then Sarah noticed that the 
woman had been crying. 

The boy pointed to the little 
gitl. “Show her your puppets.” he 
said. He looked at Sarah with 
such pleading eyes that she 
stepped closer to the bed. 


Sarah put the puppets on her hands, In the warm glow of 
the lamp they jumped to life. 

“Hil Tm Punch!” 

! Tm Polly!” 

The fittle gid! opened her eyes and tried to raise her head 
to get a better view. She began to smile, and finally she even 
laughed as the puppets played one joke after another 

Seeing the litte git! smiling and laughing brought more 
tears to the woman's eyes. She hugged and kissed her 

“Oh, my darling, your terrible fever is gone. Thank God. 
I was so worried. But now you will be well again. T know it” 

Then the woman tumed to Sarah. “Who are you? How 
did you get here? How can I ever thank you for what 
you've done?” 

“My name is Sarah. And this boy brought me here” 

Sarah tumed around to look for him. But nobody was there. 


“A boy? What boy?” asked the woman. “I don't understand. 
We just moved to this town. We don't know any boys here” 

Sarah was confused. She looked around her, wondering 
what was happening. Where had he gone again? 

“But there! That's him!” Sarah pointed to a framed 
photograph on the table next to the girl's bed. “That's 
the boy!” 

“Him?" said the woman, and took the photograph into her 
hands. She looked at it for a while and said, “You say he 
brought you here?” 

“Yes, he did. He made me come with him and asked me 
to bring my puppets, too.” 

“Then it must be true” the woman said quietly. “That 
sounds like Allan.” 

“His name is Allan?” asked Sarah. “Who is he?” 

And then the woman began to tell the story of Allan. 


“Tt was about two years ago,’ said the woman, “We lived in 
a village, a bit farther up the coast. One day there was a 
terrible storm. Many people had to leave their homes. But 
there are always some who like to stay on the shore to watch 
the fierce waves. That day one of them was my son Allan. 


He was an excellent swimmer and loved the ocean. 
“Two other boys were there, too, climbing on some rocks. 
The waves were thundering around them, splashing high in the ait. 


“Suddenly the water subsided for 2 moment, only to forni 
‘one big, enormous wave. It was taller than a house. With a 
oar, the wave came rushing toward the shore, rolling over the 
two boys and crashing against the seawall, 

“When it was gone, only one boy was left on the rocks. 


“The people on the shore could not believe what had 
happened. They screamed and shouted, but no one knew 
what to do 

“Meanwhile, the boy who was washed over was rapidly 
drifting out to sea. 


“Allan took off his boots and jumped into the cold water 
He swam toward the boy, but the strong current kept pulling 
him away. 

“It seemed like hours before the boy was finally saved. 
Another big wave came and pushed him back to the shore 
He was lucky” 

“And Allan?” asked Sarah. “What happened to him?” 


“We searched for him everywhere.” the woman said. 
“But we never found him. He never came back.” 

The woman looked at the photograph again, then gently 
placed it back on the table. 


EPILOGUE 


Sarah hoped she would see Allan again some day. 
‘Often she went to the beach to look for him, but she 
never saw him. 

After a while she began to visit the girl who was 
Alllans sister. Her name was Angela. Soon they 
became best friends. Sarah's wish had come true — 
just as Allan had predicted. 

Later, the girls went to school and college together. 
They each got married. And when they had their first 
sons, they called them both 

ALLAN. 


